spending an uncomfortable night in the hills. However, it did not really make any difference. There was another pause in Megara, where we rejoined forces for the final dash into Athens.
But it was the people, not the tyres, that were the chief obstacle to our progress. At every village we were bombarded with rose-petals, fruit, flowers, grapes, and rice in such quantities that at some convenient spot we had to stop the car to empty it all out on the roadside again. It was no unusual thing for some excited peasant woman to come to the car window with a whole basketful of apples which she would pour into our laps in a thundering cascade.
In their ecstasy of joy, people in some places flung down carpets in the road for our car to run over, the first and only occasion on which I have ever had a red carpet rolled out for me. Oleander and laurel branches were strewn in our path. Banners floating overhead bore the legend "Welcome." On the walls amateur sign-writers painted in sprawling white letters "ZITO JELLICOE—ZITO BYRON."
At one village—Acrata—typical of many, people formed a cordon across the road and refused to let us pass until we had listened to five speeches of welcome. Two were given by village beauties, one by the mayor, one by the priest, and one by the local representative of Elas. Small boys rang the church bells furiously. The mayor presented us with an English version of his speech which began : " Our great allied heroes of the air, land, and sea, we greet you and we wish you a heartly welcome. It is not only that you have gained the universal war but you have gained the sympathy of the people of the whole world, especially the confidence and gratitude of the Greek people."
After that, I shall never be able to blush any more. I made a brief speech in English explaining, as tactfully as possible, that the reception l\ad misfired and should have been reserved for Lord Jellicoe. Most of them did not understand me, those who did, did not believe me. Generally speaking, these speeches of welcome made most flattering comparisons with Pericles, Leonidas and (the original)d obstinately. I discovered afterwards that, as I predicted, the tyres finally refused toa pitiful wreck.—the only person whose clothing matchedvt r* v\ •» s\\ykat was the world waiting to learn? Surely that         copy "queucing up" for its turn on the radio to ]
